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Luke  2:7— "And  she  brought  forth  her  firstborn  son,  and  wrapped  him 
in  swaddling  clothes,  and  laid  him  in  a  manger.  ..." 

Revelations  19:16— "And  he  hath  on  his  vesture  and  on  his  thigh  a 
name  written,  KING  OF  KINGS,  AND  LORD  OF  LORDS." 


FROM  THE  INCREDIBLE  TO  THE  CREDIBLE 


There  are  but  few  people  in  the  course  of  the  events  of  time  that 
are  called  upon  and  instructed  to  erect  to  the  Glory  of  God  a  Temple, 
fitted  to  His  majestic  glory.  The  first  to  receive  such  a  mandate  in  Holy 
Writ  was  King  Solomon.  Throughout  the  intervening  centuries  men 
across  the  world  have  expressed  their  spiritual  fidelity  by  erecting  and 
dedicating  to  God  beautiful  edifices  of  worship  that  have  been  sources 
of  inspiration  to  generations  of  people.  We  stand  in  the  successive  role 
of  this  experience  this  morning.  One  would  tremble  for  thoughts  and 
words  lest  the  occasion  be  marred. 

To  God  alone  we  are  indebted  for  this  magnificent  Church  structure. 
It  represents  the  toil,  the  tears  and  the  sacrifices  of  many  peoples  from 
many  walks  of  life.  We  are  in  the  peculiar  position  of  stating  that  to  no 
one  person,  or  to  a  small  influential  group  are  we  indebted.  This  edifice 
is  here  because  of  the  contributions  that  nave  come  from  the  physicians, 
the  lawyers,  the  artisans,  the  dentists,  the  business  man,  the  industrial 
executive,  the  day  laborer,  the  farmer,  the  housewife,  the  teacher,  the 
college  students,  the  high  school  folks,  the  boys  and  girls  from  the 
Church  School.  The  widow's  mite  is  in  this  building  and  the  tithes  of  the 
retired  whose  incomes  are  meager.  The  accumulated  efforts  of  many 
have  revealed  again  the  potency  of  cooperation  when  with  determined 
devotions  and  consecration  men  dare  to  risk  the  seemingly  impossible. 

It  is  a  matter  of  record  that  for  nearly  five  years  we  have  labored 
together  on  this  project.  At  times  we  were  encompassed  by  un- 
precedented and  unexpected  obstacles.  There  were  times  when  it  looked 
hopeless.  But  with  resolute  purposes  and  steadfast  determination  we 
moved  forward.  I  have  watched  the  construction  of  this  building  with 
vigilance  and  devotions.  The  workmen  with  hammer  and  saw,  trowel 
and  square;  the  carpenter  with  the  plumb  line,  the  engineer  with  the 
tape  line,  the  architect  bending  over  the  trestle  board,  and  the  con- 
tractor with  his  efficiency  and  skill,  I  have  observed.  There  is  but  one 
great  word  that  can  best  describe  the  results  and  that  is  the  word 
TRIUMPH.  It  is  a  triumph  to  the  testimony  of  God;  it  is  a  triumph  to 
those  of  us  who  remained  faithful  and  vigilant  to  our  task;  and  it  is  a 
triumph  to  the  children  and  our  children's  children.  To  God  be  the 
Glory! 

There  are  two  great  passages  of  Scripture  that  I  wish  to  bring  to 
your  attention  on  this  occasion.  Luke  2:7  gives  us  an  incredible  picture  of 
Jesus  Christ.  "Mary  .  .  .  wrapped  him  in  swaddling  clothes,  and  laid  him  in 
a  manger.  ..."  And  then  towards  the  last  scenes  in  Holy  Writ  we  meet 
Mary's  son  again.  This  time  in  a  much  more  formidable  manner.  Revela- 
tions 19:16— "And  he  hath  on  his  vesture  and  on  his  thigh  a  name  written. 
KING  OF  KINGS,  AND  LORD  OF  LORDS."  This  time  He  no  longer 
wears  the  beggar's  garment,  nor  the  tenderly  woven  swaddling  clothes, 
nor  cradled  in  a  manger;  but  appearing  with  a  Roval  vestment.  On  the 
thigh  a  name  written,  "KING  OF  KINGS,  AND  LORD  OF  LORDS." 

It  seems  incredible  that  one  born  of  such  lowly  family;  surrounded 
by  such  poverty  revealing  circumstances;  wrapped,  though  with  the  en- 
richment of  human  love,  in  swaddling  clothes,  laid  in  a  manger,  should 
in  the  end  appear  with  an  invested  royalty,  carrying  a  name,  all  heaven 


and  earth  doing  honor  to  Him  and  beholding  the  inscription,  "King  of 
Kings,  and  Lord  of  Lords."  Dr.  Emil  Brunner  refers  to  Jesus'  earthly 
life  as  in  the  beggar's  garment.  He  traveled  incognito.  Few,  if  any  at 
all,  fully  knew  him  or  understood  him.  And  then,  before  Holy  Writ 
closes  its  sublime  page,  He  appears  in  His  rightful  place— the  credible. 

It  is  in  the  great  betwixt  that  we  find  ourselves  this  morning.  Be- 
tween that  great  incredible  scene  in  Bethlehem  and  that  highly  exalted 
triumph  at  long  last  in  the  Revelation.  The  beginning  remote  and  ob- 
scure, but  the  ending  terrifying  and  all  captivating.  This  Jesus  of  God 
must  be  reckoned  with.  He  is  no  small  matter  and  cannot  be  dismissed. 
He  has  come;  He  will  come. 

Noble  characters  and  strong  men  have  observed  that  we  are  in  the 
betwixt:  that  is,  between  that  lowly  Bethlehem  scene  and  the  majestic 
triumph  scene.  It  was  that  truth  that  constrained  Isaac  McCoy  one  hun- 
dred and  thirty  years  ago  to  come  to  the  uncultured  wilds  of  this  area 
and  in  the  council  rooms  of  the  old  abandoned  Fort,  started  the  ever 
unfolding  influences  of  Christ  to  permeate  this  community.  That,  too, 
was  an  incredible  beginning  compared  with  the  credibility  of  this 
present  edifice.  How  incomparable,  how  untouched  are  the  ways  of 
Christ  with  men!  They  must  be  discovered  and  revealed  with  greater 
persistency  than  the  scientists  seek  the  hidden  mystery  of  matter  and 
energy.  It  is  this  betwixt  that  we  find  ourselves  this  morning  and  are 
confronted  with  the  question  of  whether  or  not  we  will  take  full  cog- 
nizance of  the  hour. 

In  the  first  place  let  us  consider  the  question:  Where  are  we  today 
with  reference  to  time? 

We  are  accustomed  to  measure  our  years  and  have  been  quite 
successful  with  the  treatment  of  time  so  far  as  all  practicality  is  con- 
cerned. But  the  matter  of  time  is  of  greater  importance  to  us  than  we 
realize.  Christianity  and  Judaism  are  the  only  religious  influences  in  the 
world  that  are  cognizant  of  time.  Let  me  illustrate:  the  ethnic  religion 
paid  no  attention  to  time.  For  four  thousand  years  the  civilization  of 
China  was  in  a  state  of  docile  slumber.  It  was  awakened  by  the  Western 
World  through  the  personality  of  Sun  Yat  San.  Sun  Yat  San  influenced 
China  to  its  awakening  by  taking  cognizance  of  history,  or  the  elements 
of  time.  Christian  thinkers  have  been  greatly  stirred  by  the  elements  of 
time.  The  Greeks  as  such  were  not  students  of  time.  The  Egyptians  made 
a  mad  march  against  time.  The  Babylonians  built  for  their  time  and 
when  it  expired  they  expired  with  it.  Christianity  is  a  revival  of  the 
time  element.  It  has  created  a  strange  awareness  of  the  all  pervading 
truth,  "I  must  work  while  it  is  yet  day,  for  the  night  cometh  when  no 
man  can  work." 

When  Rome  was  sacked  by  the  pagan  hordes  of  Europe,  and  the 
glory  of  her  ancient  powers  were  receding,  the  bishop  of  Hippo  was 
writing  a  book,  the  first  organized  effort  to  give  to  the  world  a  Christian, 
philosophical  interpretation  of  history  and  its  meaning  in  the  superb 
works  known  as  "The  City  of  God."  St.  Augustine  brought  to  focus  the 
element  of  where  we  are  in  time  and  the  all  pervading  importance  of 
taking  cognizance  of  it.  Nations  will  rise  and  fall,  dynasties,  empires, 
systems  of  government  and  systems  of  thought  are  flexible,  and  viable, 
and  at  their  best,  subject  to  change,  decadence  and  even  disintegration; 
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but  the  City  of  God,  the  Kingdom  of  God,  the  Kingdom  of  Him,  whom 
Mary  once  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid  in  a  manger,  is 
eternal.  Before  Potentates  of  His  day  He  could  say,  "My  Kingdom  is 
not  of  this  world/' 

It  is  impossible  to  draw  on  the  trestle  board  our  present  location  in 
time.  There  is  one  thing  we  can  be  most  certain  of— it  is  much  later 
than  we  think.  Adolph  Keller  returned  from  the  Ecumenical  Conference 
held  in  Edinburgh,  Scotland  in  1939  and  wrote  a  book  on  the  theme, 
"Five  Minutes  to  Twelve."  The  book  did  not  receive  a  very  wide  ac- 
claim in  either  America  or  Europe.  But  in  that  book  he  sounded  the 
gong,  stating  that  the  pale  horseman  of  the  Apocalypse  was  about  to 
ride  again,  and  already  the  foot  clattering  could  be  heard.  Hitler 
marched  his  legions,  Tojo  marched  his,  Stalin  marched  his,  America 
entered  the  mad  rush  and  so  entangled  did  it  become  that  only  two 
small  nations  of  Europe  were  privileged  to  maintain  strict  neutrality, 
and  they  did  so  only  because  the  war  lords  had  to  have  some  neutral 
base  from  which  to  carry  on  the  nefarious  business  of  war.  The  western 
world,  war  weary,  bleeding,  wounded,  stained  with  blood,  driven  to 
spiritual  apathy  and  mourning,  emerged  with  military  victory.  Much  that 
we  cherished  as  sacred  was  spoiled  like  were  the  sacred  vessels  when 
taken  by  Nebuchadnezzar's  troops  from  the  Holy  archives  of  the  Temple 
in  Jerusalem.  In  our  emergence  we  were  confronted  with  another  pro- 
tagonist stronger,  more  vicious,  more  bloody,  more  sadistic  than  any  foe 
we  have  ever  known,  despite  the  fact  that  during  the  conflict  we  were 
allies.  It  is  late.  Eight  hundred  millions  now  behind  the  iron  curtain. 
The  rest  of  the  world  looking  to  this  country  like  the  people  of  Troas 
looked  across  the  Aegean  Sea  to  Saul  of  Tarsus  and  cried  out,  "Come 
over  and  help  us." 

In  the  second  place  I  want  you  to  notice  factors  that  have  brought 
us  to  our  present  station  in  time. 

A  good  teacher  of  history  will  always  take  cognizance  of  the  ante- 
cedence before  a  given  cycle  starts  its  movement  in  a  new  era.  Our  inter- 
est as  Americans  is  naturally  America.  Our  forefathers  tried  to  cut  the 
ties  with  the  old  world  and  start  on  a  new  thesis.  The  generation  that 
followed  carried  through  somewhat  but  with  the  emergence  of  the  third 
generation,  a  capital  stock  was  taken  of  ancestral  influences  and  of  the 
land  of  the  forebearers.  In  this  cycle  where  does  it  lead  us?  There  are 
three  influences  that  have  brought  our  civilization  to  where  it  now  is: 
First,  the  people  in  the  new  world  became  deeply  engrossed  with  the 
classical  culture  of  the  highest  culture  of  the  ancient  world;  namely, 
the  Greeks.  We  took  our  cue  to  a  large  extent  from  the  Grecian  Philo- 
sophers. Every  college  and  university  established  by  the  Churches  put 
into  their  curriculum  a  strong  department  of  philosophy.  The  students 
and  professors,  long  before  the  advent  of  the  scientific  era,  spent  endless 
hours  in  the  syllogistic  principles  of  the  great  thinkers.  Out  of  this  came 
the  great  moral,  spiritual,  and  intellectual  Renaissance  of  America. 
These  students  followed  the  covered  wagon;  they  went  to  the  frontiers; 
they  were  thinkers,  writers,  guiding  influences  of  thought.  They  brought 
a  strange  awareness  into  focus  that  man  was  strongly  endowed  with 
enormous  faculty  for  thought  and  action.  Along  with  the  influence  of 
the  classical  culture  came  also,  equally  as  strong,  and  more  often 
stronger,    the    insurgence    of    Biblical-Christianity.    I    say  Biblical- 
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Christianity  because  it  was  an  interpretation  of  Christianity  predicated 
on  the  Bible.  The  colonist  had  the  Bible  in  his  chest;  the  covered 
wagon  had  the  Bible,  the  pioneer's  cabin  had  the  Bible.  Denominations 
were  born  resembling  the  temperament  and  moods  of  the  people.  They 
all  came  from  a  sincere  interpretation  of  the  Bible.  Great  tidal  waves 
of  spiritual  rivival  went  like  a  forest  fire  across  the  newly  made  states 
and  into  the  forest  where  man  was  carving  out  his  new  home.  In  no 
other  period  in  history  did  the  Bible  play  such  an  important  role  as  it 
did  in  the  pioneer  day  of  our  nation.  Bible  Societies  came  into  being 
for  the  distribution  of  the  sacred  book.  John  Chapman,  better  known  as 
Johnny  Appleseed,  carried  precious  apple  seeds  in  pages  torn  out  of  the 
Bible  and  brought  to  the  pioneer's  home  the  fruit  of  his  orchards  plus 
the  inspiration  of  God.  On  this  sure  foundation  the  peoples  of  Europe, 
old  Rome,  Greece  and  the  far  east,  watched  a  new  nation,  an  empire 
grow  into  international  influence  until  it  became  the  strongest,  most 
intelligent  and  most  powerful  nation  in  the  world.  With  the  strong  in- 
tellectualism  of  the  classical  approach  to  man  together  with  Biblical- 
Christianity  there  emerged  a  nation. 

Today  a  new  insurgent  has  entered  our  camps.  Modern  progressiv- 
ism  came  at  the  turn  of  the  century  with  its  full  sweep  of  furor  upon 
the  nation.  It  struck  our  pulpits;  it  took  over  the  chairs  in  endowed 
Christian  colleges,  universities,  and  seminaries;  the  state  supported 
universities  and  colleges  relinquished  their  departments  of  philosophy 
where  they  taught  men  to  think,  to  the  departments  of  empirical 
science,  technological  teaching,  the  aggrandizement  of  behavioristic 
culture.  Centers  of  learning  set  out  blue  prints  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
making the  children  under  new  patterns.  Out  of  this  new  progressivism 
was  to  come  the  Utopian  age.  Rather  than  Utopia  coming  out  of  it,  we 
have  a  technically  trained  society  that  has  not  allowed  its  spiritual  con- 
cepts to  grow  on  the  same  basis  as  other  intellectual  factors  were  per- 
mitted to  grow.  Now  we  face  a  new  era.  An  intellectual,  an  intelligently, 
scientifically  trained  society— but  a  society  that  is  defeating  the  primacy 
of  morality  and  spirituality. 

From  the  class  rooms  there  is  now  flowing  into  society  the  strength 
of  youth.  Great  youth  they  are.  Brilliant  youth  they  are;  handsome 
youth  they  are.  But  youth  misguided,  pragmatically  stirred  but  spirit- 
ually under-nourished.  Youth  that  want  to  do  things;  create  things; 
conquer  new  kingdoms.  But  youth  who  are  the  victims  of  modern  pro- 
gressivism and  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  we  are  in  the  betwixt:  the 
child  of  Bethlehem  in  a  manger— and  the  same  child,  no  longer  incog- 
nito, on  a  throne,  with  a  vesture  and  a  potentate's  name. 

It  is  this  period  and  under  these  circumstances  we  meet  this  morning 
within  the  new  walls  of  this  magnificent  edifice.  In  a  world  that  cannot 
technically  save  its  own  soul.  A  world  that  is  desperately  under  the 
hvnnotism  of  a  terrible  delusion  —  the  delusion  of  self-trust  and  self- 
adequacy.  There  is  but  one  alternative  to  the  age  in  which  we  live. 
Those  of  us  who  have  put  heart,  life,  tears,  sleepless  nights,  yea  blood 
itself,  into  the  erection  of  this  new  Church  home,  have  done  it  with  a 
purpose  and  for  a  purpose.  There  have  been  strong  men,  with  strong 
shoulders  at  the  wheels  in  this  work— many  of  them  have  been  men  who 
have  flown  with  the  night  riders  over  the  cities  of  Europe  and  watched 
the  explosives  destroy  the  cities  of  ancient  pride;  men  who  have  had 


6 


battleships  break  in  two  in  the  English  channel;  men  who  have  lilted 
the  water  canteen  to  the  parched  lips  of  dying  comrades  under  the  heat 
of  the  Pacific  sun.  Men  who  know  what  is  wrong  in  the  world  and  have 
come  home  to  wife,  children,  parents  to  build  here  this  edifice  so  that 
a  strong  hand  can  be  reached  out  to  save  rather  than  destroy.  We  pay 
tribute  to  them  for  the  military  valour— I  pay  greater  tribute  to  them 
for  their  work  here.  The  hour  is  late,  the  night  riders  are  skirmishing  in 
the  dark,  preying  in  the  day,  and  loosening  again  the  pale  horse  for 
the  horseman  of  the  Apocalypse. 

In  the  third  place,  though  the  hour  is  late  and  the  influences  have 
gone  far,  it  is  still  not  too  late  to  throw  out  the  fife  fine  so  that  many 
may  be  spared  the  scourge  of  a  Recalcitrant  Age. 

Some  of  us  early  in  fife  dared  to  take  Jesus  in  earnest.  Some  of  us 
left  home  and  kin  at  tender  years  for  adventures  in  which  we  held  no 
particular  aptitude.  We  dared  to  believe  in  Him  and  His  cause.  Thirty 
years  ago  no  one  would  have  predicted  we  would  meet  as  we  now  meet 
today.  A  farm  youth  of  no  special  advantage,  appearing  before  a  great 
city  congregation  in  a  great  city,  pleading  desperately  a  cause.  Standing 
for  the  first  time  in  these  sacred  precincts,  challenging  the  generation 
with  an  appeal  from  fife's  otherside.  No  one,  even  five  years  ago,  would 
have  predicted  that  this  Church,  steeped  in  a  glorious  past,  should 
emerge  to  its  unprecedented  strength  that  it  now  holds.  It  is  because 
some  of  us  dared  to  believe;  and  did  not  believe  it  was  too  late  to  throw 
out  the  life  line. 

There  is  no  need  to  attempt  to  justify  what  we  have  done  here. 
Our  cause  stands  without  the  need  of  an  apologist  or  an  agent  to  plead 
its  right.  Time  and  history  have  vindicated  our  stand.  It  is  not  our  pur- 
pose to  harbour  here  thread-worn  traditions.  Nor  do  we  have  any  de- 
signs merely  to  perpetuate  traditions.  The  truth  is  greater.  Biblical- 
Christianity  is  man's  only  cure.  The  Bible  is  more  fresh  now  than  when 
it  came  with  wet  ink  from  Gutenberg's  print  shop  in  the  middle  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  And  its  Person,  the  one  who  on  the  ascendency,  from 
the  incredible  to  the  credible,  is  stronger,  more  formidable,  more  stormy, 
more  determined,  more  militant  in  the  cause  of  His  Kingdom  than  ever 
in  History.  On  His  vesture  against  the  sad  failures  of  men  and  on  His 
thigh  are  the  words,  "KING  OF  KINGS,  AND  LORD  OF  LORDS." 

We  pledge  ourselves  to  that  high  place  He  now  holds  while  He  is 
ever  on  the  ascendency.  If  we  pledge  ourselves  to  Him  in  His  ascen- 
dency, we,  too,  shall  rise  with  Him.  In  the  picture  from  which  the  latter 
text  is  taken  He  is  portrayed,  leaving  the  courts  of  Heaven  with  a  mighty 
army  surrounding  Him.  In  our  Church  School  we  have  tried  to  teach 
our  children,  "Like  a  mighty  Army,  moves  the  Church  of  God."  Even 
though  in  a  mundane  fashion  it  does  not  seem  like  it  is  keeping  in  step, 
it  is  nevertheless  marching. 

I  could  not  bring  this  message  to  a  close  without  affirming  our  atti- 
tude to  Christ.  Far  short  as  we  may  fall  in  achieving  the  place  He  de- 
serves, and  far  short  as  we  fall  in  making  Him  central  in  our  affections, 
there  is  here  a  move  in  the  right  direction.  So  to  Him,  Marys  Son,  once 
wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes,  laid  in  a  manger,  to  Him  who  wears  a 
vesture,  on  whose  thigh  there  is  a  name  written,  "KING  OF  KINGS, 
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AND  LORD  OF  LORDS,"  we  would  say:  Oh  Jesus,  this  is  our  offering 
to  you.  Our  toil  and  our  tears  are  mingled  in  this  work  of  stone,  brick, 
steel,  and  plaster.  Our  love  and  devotions  are  in  every  part  of  this  edi- 
fice. We  think  it  is  better  than  the  manger  where  Mary  laid  you  as  a 
babe  that  night  long  ago.  While  many  of  us  believe  it  is  one  of  the 
choicest  edifices  in  the  land,  we  know  it  does  not  measure  up  to  the 
place  you  deserve  and  the  place  you  shall  ever  hold.  It  is  but  a  step  in 
the  toilsome  road  of  man  as  he  seeks  to  rise  upward  in  our  ascendency. 
We  want  you  to  live  here  with  us;  we  want  you  to  meet  us  here  on 
every  occasion.  Whether  it  be  in  the  exalted  worship  service  or  in  the 
business  meeting;  whether  it  be  in  the  office  in  private  interviews,  or  in 
the  study;  whether  it  be  in  the  board  meeting  or  the  Sunday  School 
class  room;  come,  and  meet  here  with  us.  Vouchsafe  these  walls  for  Thy 
Word.  When  the  tired  and  the  crestfallen  shall  come  here  and  repose 
in  these  pews,  say  unto  them  again,  "Come  unto  me  ...  I  will  give  you 
rest."  To  the  youth,  filled  with  zeal  and  zest,  call  again  as  in  the  days  of 
youthful  John,  saying,  "Come,  follow  me."  To  the  sinners,  and,  Oh 
Christ,  such  are  we  all,  say  again,  "Thy  sins  are  forgiven  ...  go  and  sin 
no  more."  To  the  heavy  laden  and  burdened  speak  again,  "My  yoke  is 
light  and  my  burden  is  easy."  To  the  broken-hearted  may  we  hear  thee 
re-assure  us,  "I  have  come  to  heal  the  broken-hearted."  Speak  to  us  who 
are  ill  and  ill  at  ease  and  afflicted  with  body  pains,  as  thou  did  speak  to 
Paul,  "My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee."  To  those  who  look  beyond  time 
and  earthly  shores,  those  who  think  of  home,  speak  again,  "In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions— I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you." 
This  edifice,  Oh  Christ  of  God,,  we  bring  to  Thee  and  we  beseech  Thee 
to  accept  it  and  use  it;  sanctify  it  and  bless  it.  Help  us  each,  one  and  all, 
to  dip  the  angel's  quill  into  the  blood  of  our  sacrifices  and  assist  in 
writing  on  your  thigh,  on  your  vesture  the  eternal  praise,  "King  of  Kings, 
and  Lord  of  Lords."  We  would  be  on  the  rise,  one  and  all,  in  your  as- 
cendency from  Bethlehem  to  the  throne. 

On  the  river  banks  of  the  old  Thames  where  Julius  Caesar  had 
camped  with  his  legions,  stood  a  crestfallen  man  one  night.  He  heard 
old  Big  Ben  in  the  parliament  tower  strike  mournfully  the  midnight  hour 
and  then  the  early  morning  hours.  At  home  was  a  sick  child,  a  daughter 
of  tender  years.  What  of  the  morning  beyond!  Could  he  see  someone  in 
yonder  London's  fog?  He  wrote  later  of  it- 
Yea,  in  the  night;  my  soul,  my  daughter 
Cry,  clinging  Heaven  by  the  hems; 
And  lo,  Christ  walking  the  waters 
Not  of  Gennesaret,  but  of  Thames. 

We,  too,  would  walk  our  streets,  our  river  banks,  our  Church  aisles 
and  paraphrase  the  words  of  Francis  Thompson  and  bring  religion  to  our 
day  by  looking  yonder,  listening  eagerly  until  we  shall  say- 
Yea,  in  the  night;  my  soul,  my  daughter 
Cry,  clinging  Heaven  by  the  hems; 
And  lo,  Christ  walking  on  the  waters 

Not  of  Gennesaret,  but  the  Maumee,  the  St.  Joe,  the  St.  Mary's 
Not  Gennesaret,  but  the  aisles,  among  the  pews,  in  this 
His  new  edifice  in  Fort  Wayne. 
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